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"Pass me that joint, would you?" 
"You've had enough." 


A snort. "What are you, my mother?" He could feel the grin that Cliff gave him and grinned in return when 
the joint bumped against his fingers. Lars brought it to his lips and took a slow drag. 


It was a great night. You played great" 
Another snort. "Eh. I'm old. We all played good. You and James especially.” 


Cliff rolled his eyes. "Oh fuck off. You are not old" Long fingers snatched the joint away from Lars and brought 


it closer to him again. 


"| am-mmfh!" 


He pulled away for a moment, his eyes twinkling as he looked at Lars. "What were you saying? That you don't 
look a day over thirty?" Cliff smiled when Lars glared at him. "That's what | thought." 


Lars rested his head against Cliff's shoulder and sighed. "Mmm. Yeah. We kicked ass tonight" 
“That we did" Cliff pressed a gentle kiss to the top of Lars' head and wrapped his arms around him, pulling him 


closer. "Just think about it. We're in the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Us!" He felt a chuckle start in Lars' chest 


and nuzzled his cheek. 


He took a deep breath and sighed. "It makes everything worth it. All the pain in the ass, all of the bullshit. All 
of it is worth it" 


"It wasnt before?" 
"Well, of course it fucking was. Now | just get to say fuck you to everyone else who threw that in our faces. 
Cliff smiled "Ah" 

"Fucking bastards. 


He grinned, kissing Lars’ cheek again. He would not trade this night for the world. Lars, wrapped in his arms, 
staring at the stars, passing a joint back and forth, coming down from the high of the induction ceremony. 


‘| love you Cliff" Lars whispered, nestling his head into Cliffs shoulder again, closing his eyes. 
He waited, only a beat, before answering. "I know." 


Lars reached out and poked Cliff in the side. Hard. "You aren't fucking Han Solo. Stop it." 


Cliff snickered and rubbed Lars' back gently. "Yeah, yeah. | love you too." 


"Lars?" 


He opened his eyes slowly, Turning his head to look at the door. James stood there, still in his suit from earlier 
in the evening. He looked good. Really good. 


"You okay?" 


He forced himself to nod and grin. "Yeah. Fine. Even | get worn the fuck out after a night like tonight. And the 
after party. And the after-after party." He knew James would drop it when he chuckled as well. He looked back 
up at the stars. Cliff. 


"Well, have a good night and try and get some sleep tonight.” 


"Not a fucking chance." He smiled when James laughed again and shut the door behind himself. His hand was 
still laying on the empty half of the seat next to him. He slowly curled his fingers into a ball. He bit his lip. 
There would be no crying tonight. 


He looked back up at the stars. They twinkled back at him, their light flickering in the distance. Goodnight Cliff. 


Love you. 


